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^ BALL!" 
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'^ELL, DON'T TEa ME I 
FINALLY CAAAE ON A SffUJRDAV 
MORNIMS AMD R3UND -jOUR 
RCTHER OUT! 
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r, 



OF cougse not; sillv : vou 

WEN J DADDY JUST OREAWT 
IT WAS CALLED OFF— ANQ 
VOLl JUST HOPS (T WAS ' 





^S/i/£ £/P 7V/S 
70*l filTOZ. /(?e4 
XVC ACT LIKE 
A LAOV.' 




GEE, I'D i/*re TO, ^ 
DADDY -BUT THEY'RE 
OBPBfJDINGi ON ME ! 





FREDDY AND I ARE 
ONLY KIDDINS YOU FDR 
YOUR OWN GOOD, BABY 
- THERE'S KBALL-i 
NOTWiNS MDRE RlDOLOLIS 
LOOKIUS THAfJ A WOMAN 

IN A GET-UP LIKE The one 

vou'Re WFARINS.i 



ABSOLUTELY 



WELL,^ 
THEY'VE 
DI?AFTED 
EVERY WOMAN 
AROUND HERE 
7D PLAY ON THE 
TEAM AND WE'RE 
5TIU. SHORT FT-AY- 
ERS. [XL fiAVB 
TD PLAY JUST "mis 
ONCE — 



jr.') <!• I 
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I HAVE 

Right 

HERE! 



FIWEl NOW 
TD DISPROVE 
A POINT >0U 
C3UVS SO 

CASHLV 

WACE I 




OH, NO Y'DON'TI IF YOU 
TH'.NK v/e'Re eONNA 
WEAR 7>tOSe THINGS 
YOU'VE GOT ANQTHEK 
THINK COiVMNG.i 

-7^^ DITTO i 
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'ipHB Nen PAY... r ^ ^^AD TO mv 

' WR. HONeVWELLS 
PINE -AMP BAIL Him OUT— 50 
m WORE BASEBALL , PLEASB 
HONEY ? IF VOU 
HAVE TO PLAY 
BALL — CHOOSE 
A BtO&EK ONE 
NEXT 



;ll*S I 

30, 
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/^A?E\- \C_ LEAVIWS FOP WORK 
A .iT-,.E EARLY, QAD ? 
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TRUE.MARSIE— TOPAV IM 
GOING TO INTERVIEW A NUrrtSER 

OF eiRLS FOR Twe joe as my 

SeCPETARY -^D I WANT TO GET 
TO THE OF=RCE EARLY '. 
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("SISH) (VE 8EPN TRYlwe TO 

FIND THE RIGHT GIRL FOR l/,,. 
3UT THEY ALWAYS TL'PN OUT 
TO BE BEAUTIFUL SUT DUMB, 
O^ =LSc Th'Ey Ai,v\ TO GET 
^glgP AND GUrr ON WE ' 



WEEKS 




YOU TRY 

GETTlNcS 

ONE 

7W&T5 JQSr 

PLAIN 
EFFlOEMT 
AND MAYSE 
NOT SO 600D 
LOOKING = ., 
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^UH-WE'D SETTEI? HOLD ^OH, ALL RISHT-^ 

OFF UWTIL r SEE HOW SEE ySU TONIGHT, 

MUCH [M GOING TO HAVE 
TO SPEND FOR A SECRE- 
TARY, BABY ! 



DAD] 





BUT VDU HAVE TO > 
HAVE MAD A J08 
TO COLLECT THAT- 
WHAT JOB Did VOL! 
HAVE ? ^ 






NONE AT ALL — IT WAS QUITE 
A DEAL J I LET A FRIENP USE 
MV NAME TO GET A JOS IN A 
FACTORY — OftCTNARILV HE 
COULDN'T HAVE GOTTEN A 
JOB IN THIS PLACE 'CAUSE HIS 
FATHER WORKS TWERE AND 
THERE'S A RULE / 



f YES ? I POrTT* 
FOLLOW YOU, 

CLEARLY .' 



^ ^. ^:;:: 
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WELL- CAN -iDU TA<E 
SHOKTHANO WELL = 

WELL , I WA5 ON ^ 
WWAT'S AflV UNS 

AND DOROTHY 
LIKED WY 

SMORT hands; 




THATS OUR GALE! 



Hollywood wai obsolufely fascinaflng to 
Ihe two New York cortoonijti as they stood 
on th* corner of Hollywood and Vine. Both 
had come out to hove a jtory conference with 
Gole Storm and Charles Parrel! in regard to 
preparing the next issue of their (this) comic 
book, "My Little Margie." 

"You'll love her,' Al Fogo wos telling Chic 
Stone. "Everyone does! And if we con only 
get to sit down with her and Charlie for even 
ten minutes . , ." 

"I know." Chic repeated the phrase he hod 
heard over ond over again on the plane ride 
out, ". . . I'll have enough ideas for six 
months!" 

"Well , , ." Al Fogo seemed a bit put out 
having the words taken out of his mouth, 
"that's right. If we ever find them. Where did 
they loy the studio wos?" 

"Culver City, wherever that is." Chic sighed. 
"Sure it's around here?" 

"Never heard of it," Al stated bluntly. "Bui 
eve^^yone's heard of Gale Storm! lei's juit 
look for her!" 

"You look for her," ChJc mumbled, making 
a quick sketch of one of the studio gates. 
"Never eon tell when I can use some of this 
stuff in the strip." 

"Okay," Al sighed. "GIdd you're getling 
lemething out of this. I'm going to hoil o taxi." 

Well, Al stepped off the curb and 

WOOSHH! A possing„ roadster nearly knocked 
him bock on it egaint 

"Hey, coreful!" Chic said, grabbing Al as 
he leoned back. "That's the first thing I heard 
about this town! Don't ever try to cross the 
street! There", folks out here that never get 
to leave their block, the troffic's so bod!" 

"Oh, stop exaggerating!" Al loid ai he 
brushed off his trousers. "We hove just as 
croiy a bunch of drivers in New York!" 

"Sure," Chic agreed, "only they don't drive 
this fost! And they con see better without the 
dork glasses these notives wear!" 

"Thot guy could see ffne," AI joid fiercly, 
"I sweor he tried to kill me! If I could get my 
hands on him , . ." 

"There's your chance!" Chic nodded to the ' 
curb behind Al. The roadster's driver hod 
backed his ear up to the spot where he had 
so closely passed Al. The heavy-set, middle- 
aged man behind the wheel looked strangely 
fomiliar to our friends. He seemed to recognize 
them too — and got the jump ot^ them; "Soy 
you're Al Fogo, ewen't you? I'm Clarence 
Koib!"" 



"Clarence Kolb?" Chic asked. 

"Of course!" Al sold. "You ploy the part 
of Mr. Honeywell on T.V. and fadio!" 

"I do indeed," Mr. Kolb sold. "And it keeps 
me hopping! Thot girl reolly is a Storm! Jesse 
L. Losky made no mistake when he tagged her 
Gale Storm. Hove you seen her yet, by the 
way?"' 

"We iust arrived," AI explained, "and were 
trying to figure how to get to the Reed Studio 
over in Culyer City." 

■No need for thot if you're looking for 
Gale," Mr. "Honeywelt" said in his so-familiar 
voice. "She's on location right outside of town. 
Hop in -— I'm on my way over there now!" 

The New Yorkers ,hod hordly seated them- 
selves in the open cor when it zoomed away 
from the curb and out into the fast-moving 
traffic. Al, pressed down between the two men, 
just stored up at the tanned side of Kolb's 
face as he drov'fe, set-iawed, through the mid- 
day dust. Mr. "Honeywell" sensed this and 
glanced aside at Al. 

"Too fast for you?" he grinned. 

"Uh, no -f- Al sat up ond composed him- 
self o bit. Chic was still sketching — this time 
it was o profile of Clarence Kolb's foce. Good 
Honeywell stuff he was figuring. As Al sal up 
straighter, Chick edged him back again with 
his elbow to keep o clear view of Kolb'i face. 
Al knowingly accepted this ond kept talking: 
"It's iust that I was thinking , , ,"' 

"About whot?" Kolb asked, as fie "cor- 
nered" the automobile into o tree-shaded side 
road, speed-shifted into second, then back 
into high. 

"Well about you. Sir," Al frankly od- 

mitted. "I thought you'd look elder then you 
do." 

"No time for that out here," Kolb laughed, 
"took at Charlie Farrell. I swear he geti 
younger every time I see himi" 

By new the roadster hod reached the end 
of the tree-covered drive and was turning into 
a circulor driveway. It looked lik« q country 
club — but Al wasn't sure. Out here It ceuld 
be somebody's summer home — or lomebody'i 
week-end cabana. Chic wasn't at complicalcd 
in his thrnking. He simply looked vp and loid 
"Well! A country club!" 

"flight!" Mr. Kolb said, stopping the ear 
and opening ttie door on his side In almost 
one motion. "We're shooting some scenes for 
next week's T.V. show around the pool in 
bock. Let's go!" 

Kolb quickly ted the way up the stone steps 
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and inio Ihe hiflh-ceilinged main lobby. In 
the dim light, Chich bufnped into a tall man, 
looked up, laid, "Excuse me!" ond turned 
pole. The octor grinned on "Okay" and went 
on. At and Mr. Kolb were too for ahead for 
Chic to blurt his news to so he turned to a 
pipe smoking man reading a magazine. "Hey 
— ttiot was Gory Cooper, wasn't it?" 

"It was — and still is, ! guess," Bing Crosby 
said, slowly taking the pipe out of hii mouth. 
"Gee!" Chic said, hurrying ofler his friends, 
"Gory Cooper! WaifU I tell AM" 

Chic burst through the orchwoy leading out 
onto the patio — with the shimmering pool 
beyond. It wos breath-taking! He couldn'^t woit 
to tell Al obout — when he sow her! Gole 
Slorm! She was poised on the end of the high 
diving board — orms outstretched — the 
finger tips tilting slightly upwards in on al- 
most humorous fashion — and she was smil- 
ing. Moybe if was the woy the sun was be- 
hind her, but to Chic her smile seemed to 
actually reflect off the surface of the turquoise 
pool. If radioted everywhere! Of course he hod 
rffown her picture hundreds of times for Ihe 
"My Little Margie" strip — making her foce 
ond cute figure one of the most familiar in 
rhe world to him — thai he, well, forgot com- 
pletely about Gory Cooper! He whipped out 
his trusty sketch pad, started to draw in the 
pose — when somebody shouted; "ACTION!" 
' — and she dove gracefully into the pool. 

"Over here. Chic!" Al called, and for Ihe 
first lime our young cartoonist realized the 
edge of the pool was teeming with movie 
makers and equipmeiit. They were actually 
making the T.V. film right here — and now. 
Al wos talking lo Chorles Forrell, who reached 
a long, tonned arm through the moss of'wires 
and people to shoke Chic's hand. A pleasant 
Bostonlan accent went with it: "Nice to meet 
you, Chic. Hope you're doing right by us in 
your comic book!" 

"Gee, I — " Chic started to reply, when 
another voice boomed: "Knock it offi Sound!" 
Chic almost osked "What?" but o strange 
hand went over his mouth and onother pointed 
lo o mike boom being lowered to the edge 
of the pool directly in front of them. He go) 
il, relaxed, and Ihe strange hands went away. 
He turned around to see who il was, but 
couldn't tell. It might hove been any one of 
lix guys — oH storing at him with their 
fingers Over their lips. He felt cowed. At this 
moment Ihe young octress' heod broke water, 
ond she reached gaily for Ihe edge of Ihe 
pool. Charles Farrell — now playing the part 
of her father, Verne Albright — moved to 
enter the scene, developed a stern look and 
spoke his lines: 

"Margie, pleosel You'll give me heart fail- 



ure diving off Ihol high board!" 

"Oh, Daddyl".she said, lifting herself .up 
onto the pool's edge, "It's nothing! Freddy and 
I have been doing it all day!" 

"Reolly?" he osked in surprise. "Freddy 
went off the high board? That I'd lijie lo see!" 

"Well — you won't for o while. I'm afraid," 
she said, giving her "father" o sly look, "he 
broke his arm on the first try!" 

The director yelled: "Cut!" The octors re- 
laxed. Ai grobbed Chic's elbow and storted 
toward Miss Storm. 

"Now's our chance to toitt to her," he said. 
"And don't forget to loke notes!" 

"I'ni not misting a thing!" Chic grinned. 
She looked even prettier up close. She was ' 
Ihe AII-'Americon Girl, he decided. Al slopped 
right next to her, soid, "Miss Storm — Gale 
— I'd like you to meet — " But thot was all he - 
got out. The heavy-set mon in the purple- 
print shirt waved a script, storted for the 
other side of Ihe pool ond bellowed: "Plocet, 
everybody! We'll shoot these other scenes 
while we still hove the sun with us!" And off 
they went. Al ond Qiic iust stood there — 
Al's hand still in mid-air where il was, a 
moment before, resting on Miss Storm's orm. 
So — they followed. And the some procedure 
followed — with different action. 

Gale Storm slipped and fell Into the post 
twice — on cue. Charles Forrell was knoclted 
in once — wedring his terry robe — — ond 
wos pulled in once as he tried to help he 
out. All port of the scrip!. The whole crew 
moved again to the golf course — o troilar 
pulled by a small tractor acting as o dressing 
room — and more film wos exposed lo ihcif 
antics. 

By this time Al wos annoyed. A bit, onywoy, ■ 
They hod lo (ly back to New York that night, 
ond so he demanded a bit of time between 
tjx. and seven! "Six and seven?" the director 
olmosf bit Al's head oft. "We're on the oir 
ot six thirty!" With that somebody once ognin 
yelled: "Cut!" Somebody else colled, "Print 
'em!" ond Fhe entire safari moved off. 

It was dusk by the time Al ond Chic reached 
the club house. They went over lo Ihe counter 
ond ordered coffee. It wos plush — reolly a 
beautiful place. And they hod it oil to them- 
selves, 

"Boy, these Hollywood people reolly know 
how to five," Al soid, sipping hit coffee. 

"I'll say," Chic agreed. After oil, Al wot 
his boss, 'And outilde of having on even better 
mental picture of one Miss Gale Slorm in his 
creative mind. Chic Stone secretly decided he'd 
lake the peace and quiet of his little studio 
bock east in place of this — anylimet 

Tha End 
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'THftT DOES IT (Sl&u') 

-THE Only kind of 

FISHING I'LL DO TODAY 
IS FOR A KIND WORC 
FROM HMi 






SRlne f^B SOMe ASR- 
RIM-AND A COLD CLOTH 
FOR (W FEVERED BROW' 
■1/e BEEN SEEING 
■SPOTS BEFORE iW 
EVES ALL 
AAORMING ' 
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'15 SOMETHING 
WltONS, AAC. HONgY- 
WELL? 
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STRANGEST THIHG-N 
I PEELP/WS! MAVBE 
WY HEALTH I5MT GOlWG 

BACK ON ME AFTER 

ALti 





/YOUR HEALTH IS FINE ,' 
YOU TOOK A LITTLE 
V COKVINONG THIS MORNING, 
X^^THW'S ALL 



THEN >fou weffe \ 

WEARING A eOW ^ 

TiEiVDu dog; 

OKAY -we SOT// 
WON THAT SESSION - BUT 
NO MOREGAGSlOI^AV? 



V 



DOT'S UPE, ASTHE PELLA SAID-'BESIPES- 
THIS IS fAUCH CLOSER TO GOING FISHIWG 
T^JAN I THOUGHT I'D GET TODAY .' 





'f-n 
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HIGHT/ 
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flWAU.V--rGee - I HAD 
" * ^0 IDEA 

THERE WEi^e so MANV 
JOB POSsiaillTlES — AND 
WAYS TO GET THEM .' 




WELL? WHAT ^ 
ARE WE WAITINC5 
FOR ? LET'S Pur 
SOWS OF THOSS 

IDEAS ID 

WOflK! 




no JOaS? WE'VE 
TRACKED DOWN FIFTY 
JOSS ! HE'S GOING TD 
HAVE -ID DeCIDE WHICH 

ONE HE WANTS SOON i 
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y»/AWA - TELL ME — THAT 
»^ aOOK I GAVE VOL! . FOR 
HIM — DID IT FifJALLV 
SIMK. IN TO H/5 THICK 



BROKE AGAW? ^ WELL — r TOOK IM 

VJHAT HAPPENED TO A RARTWER — HE 
■>PUI? eM.°LOVME^jT //MADE WE PRESiCeNT 
A&ENCY ? ^,*^ OF THE THIMG — SO 
I QUIT .' 
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lamm 




»* 







riUH ? SURB i'M SURE Y I JtJ5T REMEMBEKED 
-UH-AT LEAST I THlUK J THAT LAST NIGHT KJJ 

SOi WHY ? --'WENTIONED SO\AETH(nG 

A80UT //lEETING Wf?, HONE/- 
WGLL AT THE OFFICE THfS 
mCKNING, DIDN'T IDU 
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'4JCLV COW, I GUESS THAT WAS n"! I WAS 
THINKING ABOUT THE WEEKEND . I C3LIE5S, 
WHEN HE SAID SOViETHlNG ABOUT GULF AtiO , 
THIS MORNING i I'D BETTER STEP 
OW IT I 




IL DRIVE TOU PCWN^ 
AND 1QU CAN RNI5H 
DKE55INS AND BREAK- 
FAST IN TWE CAR-IT'S 
TEN O'CLOCK NOW SO 
>aj CaiLDNT BE TOO 





^EE ■VDU LATES, WARSIE 1 T IF MDU KEEP TOAT 
THANt^ FOR RUNNING J UP YOU'LL RUN Wi/ff- 
ME DOWN I. ^_-r^SetF DOWW W|■n^OUT 
AWV TRCXJ6Le ; SEE 
YOU TONIGHT, OAD.' 





^DO VOO REALIZE YOU'VE 
KEPT (WE WAITING TWO 
HOURS FOR OUR &OLP 
OfiCre^ AND MDU OIDWT 
EVEN 
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OCf^f" '''^'"^NG TO IMPRESS VsAY- 
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^F COUfise! AND ON f^OHDeii 
VOU'ii. GET A 300t^ LIKE THIS 
TO KEEP ALL yOUS PERSONAL 
NOTES \N —IT'LL AT LEAST HELP 
VOU TO REMEWBER AFPaNTWENTS I, 
IVE ear TO RUN NOW 1 






MAVBE F I STARTED MAKIMG A FEW NOTeS, 

UKE fAR, HOWEYWELL SUGGESTED, I COULD 
\EMBE)^ WHAT IT IS THAT WAS FORGOT- 
VM^T'S TWS ? Mff, HON£VWELL-S 
P'BKSONAL BOOK! 




I WIJST HAVE PICKED THIS UP BV M'STAKE .' IF 
f/^K. hCMEYWELL K\=W I HAD t,;5 UPE SECRETS 
l^ ^^Y GRASP, HE'D MQTONLV PiRE ME, HE'D 
Wti. ^AE: iV\AYB= MARGIE W;LL HAVE 
A FEW IDEAS WHAT 




&ATER-r SO THAT'S THE STORY, 

' MARC'E; IVE GOT TD 
eeT HI6 BOOK BACK TO- THE 
OFFICE WITHOUT ASiVONE SKE- 
INS ME — IF TW£ S0S5 KNElV 
I HAD THIS BOOK IT WQUL-O 
REAU-V SE the -TOTAL ENP.' 
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^ HOPE THIS IS THE 
SMART THINS "ID DO, 
MAR&ie .' THE OFFICE 
BUILDING CUOSES AT 
noon AND IT'S 
ALWOSr THAT WOW; 




I WOULD-'JT PARE LOOK,^ 
WARSIE : BUT ALL I KNOW 
, (S THAT /■AR. HONEYWELL 
SAID THE CONTENTS, IF 
KNOWN, CCULD «t/W HIM ! 
TH.'S BOOK IS EVEN GETTING 
VVARIVv WHILE \m HOLDING 

it; 








''WHEW— He walked 

CM By, Di^D — CQ'ViE 
OH '. WEIL GET THAT, 
BACK TD MR. HONE>'-/ 

WELL'S OFFICE 

AND LEAVE i 



r/ 
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Kiege! I'LL BRACE THIS 
BROQIA AGAINST IT SO 
IT WON'T GO OFF i 



AND AS I^ 

PEMemeER 

THOlT'S a 
I TALKWlVe 

WATCHWXN, 
/too! LET'S 
, DUCK IffTO 
THIS CLOSET.' 




T, 



**. 
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AV/ BOOK .' HCrr ON YOUR LIFE .' MINE IS N^ 
^^.S;^^-^ ^^^^^ IT ALWAYS Iws— W/S ^ 

IS A SiANK I GOV FOE KJt// IF ro thought: 
ABOUT IT I COULD WAVE GIVEN IT TO MDU 
SATURDAY TO START WCRKIf-ie CM THEN — 
iiMI.-1°^ K^CT, I THOUGHT MAYBE yOli'D 
Tft/re^ IT WITH MDU, BUT THEN THAT WULO 
HAVE BEEN GIVING VOU CREDIT FOR TOO 
MUCH SENSE, X guess; 
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TELEVISION'S lOP PROGRAM < 

wsmms 



^TH;:q- WAS A VERY HOMEY 
/ PeceffAW, WASM'T IT, 

i fredcte ? i'p love td 
v have a littlb hoaae 
. \^0f my owm 1 



«w^ 



'7//f N/Gf/ 

COST OF 

LfAVWG" 




I KNOW IT SOUNDED 
FUNWV, nADDY — BUT 
FREDCHE JUST BLUi?T5 
THINGS OUT. >DL1'LL HAVE 
TO GET USED It) WS short- 
comings: 



/•-> 



n(s sHOimrcmiWGS i 

CftN STAND- IT'S HIS 
UDNG STAYIM&S THAT 
BOTHER ME ! IF HE 
DOESNT LEAVE 
SOOM I'LL — 



I, 



f. 



DADDY, PLEASE I IF YOU CANT BE NI CE TO f^ J^ 

"^ OKAY-OKAY ! I'LL 60 IM AND BE 
Nice TO HIM IF IT KILLS ME — 
AND IT PROBABLY WILL! _^ 



fine! I'LL GO 
Fl!( A snack! 





■* 



WHAT ON 
EAITTH DID 
YOJ SAY TO 

Hm ' 



WE WERE HAVING A CWn-.TXAT^ 
ALL— ABOUT YtJU: HE SAID 
HOW NICE YOU ALWA/S LOOKED 
AND I SWD YOU SHOULO — 
H&maWHG THE MONEY I 
SPEND ON YOUR DRESSES 
eVEKl' YEAR.. .SO HE UFS 
ANC3 LIAVESI 



if^ 







FOR TOPS IN ENTERTAINMENT 

READ THE FOLLOWING 

^ APPROVED COMICS 



,.*Ho.^'«"";. 
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SPACE ADVENTURES^ 
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WESTERK 
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CHECK YOUR LOCAL NEWSPAPER TV 
PROGRAM FOR TIME AND CHANNEL OF 

"MY LITTLE MARGIE" 

TV S MOST AMUSING PROGRAM ! 



